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    At Bello we believe in the timeless power of the imagination, of good story, narrative and entertainment and we want to use digital technology to ensure that many more readers can enjoy these books into the future.


    We publish in ebook and Print on Demand formats to bring these wonderful books to new audiences.
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      Andrew Garve

    


    Andrew Garve is the pen name of Paul Winterton (1908–2001). He was born in Leicester and educated at the Hulme Grammar School, Manchester and Purley County School, Surrey, after which he took a degree in Economics at London University. He was on the staff of The Economist for four years, and then worked for fourteen years for the London News Chronicle as reporter, leader writer and foreign correspondent. He was assigned to Moscow from 1942–5, where he was also the correspondent of the BBC’s Overseas Service.


    After the war he turned to full-time writing of detective and adventure novels and produced more than forty-five books. His work was serialized, televised, broadcast, filmed and translated into some twenty languages. He is noted for his varied and unusual backgrounds – which have included Russia, newspaper offices, the West Indies, ocean sailing, the Australian outback, politics, mountaineering and forestry – and for never repeating a plot.


    Andrew Garve was a founder member and first joint secretary of the Crime Writers’ Association.


  

    

      

    


    

      PART ONE

    


  

    

      Chapter One

    


    The Lights in the little studio behind Regent Street were still burning at ten o’clock on that Friday evening. Debbie Sheldon was working later than usual. Several new jobs had come in during the week – and as a free-lance in the hard, competitive world of commercial photography, she hadn’t dared to turn any of them down. The busy times made up for the others, when work was scarce. Hence the overtime …


    Debbie was twenty-five years old. Men of all ages thought her attractive, and even women didn’t find much to criticize. She had dark brown hair which she allowed to fall smoothly to her shoulders during working hours, big brown eyes with long curling lashes, and a smile that met you more than halfway. She was five feet three inches tall, with everything nicely distributed. On this busy September evening she was wearing her usual studio garb of navy blue and white striped cotton sweater, slim-fitting navy blue slacks, and almost invisible sandals on bare feet. It was a workmanlike outfit in which she looked unmistakably feminine.


    Debbie had set up in business as a commercial photographer in a small way just twelve months before. After five years in the creative department of Harley and Swain, the big advertising firm, she’d felt technically equipped to work on her own, and when an opportunity had come she’d taken the risk and rented this back-lane studio with an adjoining bed-sitter. The first few months had been a desperate struggle – but now the worst seemed to be over. Debbie had proved to have the right qualities for a free-lance. She’d been able to exploit a rather special aptitude – an eye for the arrangement and lighting of small, inanimate objects, a feeling for shape and texture, which gave individuality to her work – and she’d shown a marked flair for the advertising angle. Her conscientiousness, and the fact that she was a cheerful, friendly person to deal with had also helped in the building of her business. Clients liked her, as well as her work, and they usually came back for more.


    She was busy now, at the tail end of the day, experimenting with a new subject which she intended to photograph next morning – a place setting of Minton china and wineglasses, with an elaborate branched candlestick in the background. As usual, she was seeking an elusive perfection. She tried numerous arrangements, adjusting the china, advancing the candlestick, shifting the various wineglasses a millimetre this way or that, testing out various backgrounds and lighting positions. Intent and absorbed, she moved around the table like a high priestess engaged in some arcane ritual. It was well after eleven before she felt reasonably satisfied with the effect she’d achieved. Then, leaving everything ready for an early start next day, she went into the sitting-room to unwind with a cigarette before bed.


    It was a small room for all the purposes it had to serve, but Debbie was an expert in the art of economizing space and she was proud of the way she’d arranged things. She’d had built-in cupboards put up in every suitable place, rather on the lines of a ship’s cabin, so that she could store away all the paraphernalia of a busy and varied life and still keep the room looking neat and uncluttered as she preferred it. She’d made a tailored cover of black linen for her divan bed, and for daytime use its pillows were transformed into gaily-coloured cushions. There was a narrow rosewood table with a deep hanging flap which could be raised when necessary and which also served to conceal the black stools that she used as dining chairs when she was entertaining. Like the studio, the room was painted white, and it had an overall carpet in her favourite sludge green colour. There was just one picture – a brilliant lithograph of Chinese ducks – and opposite it a beautiful little Regency looking-glass which she hadn’t been able to resist buying, although she knew it had been a gross extravagance.


    As she looked appraisingly round, she couldn’t help recalling the rather sordid appearance of the place when she’d moved into it just over a year ago. Of course, there was a lot more to be done yet – if she could ever take the time off to do it. A cunning arrangement of combined bedhead and bookshelves would be useful … And the second-hand armchair must be re-covered. It looked more modern since she’d had the legs sawn off – but what she really wanted was a super-luxury one in black leather, preferably on a swivel. Well, all in good time …


    Presently she switched her attention to a new camera that had arrived only that day. It was a Diplex 204 automatic, with a very powerful rotating flash cube that gave four flashes without having to be changed. Again, it was a bit of an extravagance, because she didn’t do much flash work in the studio – but she liked to have the tools ready for any job, just as she liked to have the clothes for any occasion. And it would certainly be a lovely plaything. She read the instructions, tried the viewfinder, examined the automatic loading, put in the first film. It was a small camera, a beautiful precision instrument, and very handy to carry about. It would be just the thing to take on a holiday, when she could afford one … Pleased with her purchase, she placed it carefully on top of a tallboy so that she could admire it as she undressed.


    At some point in the night, she woke with a start. A noise had roused her – she didn’t know what. She lay listening in the darkness. She could hear a car engine running in the street below. Perhaps that was what had disturbed her. Then the venetian blind over the window gave a loud rattle and she felt cool air on her face. Of course – the blind. It always vibrated when the wind got up. She switched on the wall light over her head, looked at her watch, and made a face. Five minutes past four. A bad time to wake. She’d probably have to lie and read now for a bit. She got out of bed to shut the window.


    As she glanced down through the angled slats of the blind, she saw the car she had heard. It was a large black one, parked directly opposite her on the other side of the narrow lane. A man was sitting at the wheel. He kept looking around and behind him, as though he was nervous. Another man was getting out of the car. He approached a door and tapped on it, and the door opened.


    Debbie stood gaping. The door, she knew, was the side entrance to Anstey’s the jewellers. She couldn’t believe that the men could have honest business there at four o’clock in the morning. They certainly didn’t look honest – they were behaving most furtively. Perhaps she ought to tell somebody. Ring the police. She crossed to the telephone and dialled 999. A woman’s voice said, ‘Emergency – what service do you …?’ Debbie cut in breathlessly. ‘There’s something going on at Anstey’s in Regent Street … A man’s just gone in through the Lever Lane door and there’s a black car waiting outside …’ Then, as she heard the engine revving up, she dropped the receiver on its rest and darted back to the window. Three men were coming out of the side door. One of them was carrying a suitcase. They were getting into the car. On a sudden impulse, Debbie grabbed the camera from the top of the tallboy, thrust it under the blind, and pressed the trigger. As the flash bulb went off, the car roared away.


    To Debbie, who had never dialled 999 before, the effect of her call was staggering. In a matter of seconds, it seemed, the lane was blocked by police cars. With a minimum of noise and excitement, dark figures began inspecting doors and grilles by the light of torches. Someone in authority was giving quiet instructions. In a few minutes a man appeared with a ladder and another man climbed to an upper window and somehow got through. Presently the side door opened and most of the policemen trooped in. The door closed behind them. For the moment, that seemed to be all.


    Debbie stood uncertainly, wondering what she’d better do. She hadn’t the least desire to become more involved in the affair than she already was, but she supposed the police would want all the information they could get and she was in a special position to help them. Except for her own flat, the four-storey building where she lived consisted entirely of offices, empty at night, so she was almost certainly the only witness of what had happened. But she couldn’t tell them much more at the moment than she had done. Nothing really useful, until the photograph was developed. Perhaps not even then – but there was a chance. The first thing was to see what she’d got on the film. She put on a dressing-gown and took the camera into the dark-room that opened out of the studio.


    She felt a stir of excitement as the first shadow appeared under the developer and the vague shape of a car slowly emerged. At least she’d pointed the thing in the right direction. But with a camera she’d never used before, she might easily have made a mess of the picture. In the glow of the red lamp she watched the clock. Half a minute to go. There … Now for the fixing tank … She waited, with unprofessional impatience.


    When, finally, she held the negative to the light, she saw that it was almost perfect. The flash had given excellent illumination, thanks to the narrowness of the street. The focus was sharp, and there was good detail in the face of the car driver. The negative should print well. Debbie switched on the fan-heater in the dark-room and pegged the film up to dry.


    She went back to the window. It was almost daylight now. The police cars had been joined by others, some of them with ‘Press’ stickers on their windscreens. A group of men who looked as though they might be reporters were talking to an officer on the corner. A few sightseers had gathered there, too. Otherwise, the street was still remarkably quiet. Debbie went into the little cubby-hole she’d fitted out as a kitchen and brewed herself some tea. While she was drinking it she heard an ambulance bell. She crossed to the window again and looked out. The ambulance was just turning into Lever Lane. It pulled up near the side door of the jewellers. She watched two men go in with a stretcher. Almost at once they reappeared. This time there was a humped shape on the stretcher, with a blanket completely over it. The sight shook Debbie. Until now, the episode of the night had seemed a small adventure, slightly stimulating, not quite believable. Shadowy robbers slipping away in the dark … Now it seemed horrible, and very real.


    She bathed and dressed, and made coffee and toast, while the film dried. By the time she’d finished breakfast it was ready for printing. Back in the dark-room, she made a single positive, fixed it, and brought it to the light. The promise of the negative had been fulfilled. Three men in the car were no more than dim shapes behind the glass, but the fourth, the driver, had been caught with his window down and almost full face, as though he’d been looking up at the flat. He had a very large, asymmetrical nose and close-set eyes. Debbie, studying his features under a magnifying glass, felt she would recognize him at once if she saw him again. The photo would have to be enlarged, but the police could do that … Now – should she take the picture down and give it to one of the officers outside, or should she dial 999 again and say she’d got it?


    The question was suddenly answered for her. The telephone rang. As she picked up the receiver a brisk voice said, ‘This is Scotland Yard – Superintendent Jenkins. Who am I speaking to, please?’


    Debbie told him.


    ‘Miss Sheldon, an emergency telephone call was made at four o’clock this morning, and it’s been traced to your number. It reported suspicious movements at Anstey’s the jewellers. Did you make it?’


    ‘Yes,’ Debbie said.


    ‘Ah … You should always give your name, you know, when you dial 999 with information – not just hang up. It would have saved us a lot of trouble.’


    ‘I’m sorry,’ Debbie said. ‘I wanted to get back to the window and see what was happening.’


    ‘What was happening? Can you describe any of the men?’


    ‘I can do better than that,’ Debbie said. ‘I took a photograph of them. A flashlight.’


    ‘You did?’ The superintendent suddenly sounded much friendlier. ‘Well, that could be a bit of luck. I’ll send someone round for it right away and we’ll get it developed.’


    ‘I’ve developed it,’ Debbie said. ‘I’ve got a print all ready for you. It’s my job – I’m a photographer.’


    ‘I see … How well has the picture come out?’


    ‘It’s very good indeed of the driver of the car.’


    ‘Splendid …! All right, Miss Sheldon – one of our sergeants will be calling for the picture in about half an hour. Sergeant Macey … And later on I shall want to hear your full story. Would you mind staying near the telephone?’


    ‘I’ll do that, of course,’ Debbie said.


    ‘Good – I’ll be ringing you back. In the meantime, I think you’d be wise not to talk to anyone about what you saw.’


    ‘I won’t say a word.’


    ‘Fine … Goodbye, then. And we’re most grateful to you for the help you’ve given us.’


    Debbie dried the print and put it in an envelope with the negative. Then, while she waited for Sergeant Macey to arrive, she washed up and went through the daily routine that made her living-room look quite unlike a bedroom – smoothing the black linen over the divan, zipping up the pillows in their bright covers, stowing slippers and dressing-gown in their appropriate places. When heavy footfalls sounded outside on the landing at around eight o’clock she presented herself at the door, conscious that everything was in apple-pie order behind her. But it wasn’t the sergeant – it was a couple of men in overalls, climbing to the next floor. She suddenly remembered that the office above her was moving out that day.


    The sounds of coming and going on the stairs grew steadily in volume as the men got to work. There seemed to be four of them now. Odd snatches of remover’s jargon reached Debbie’s ears through the door – ‘Cuddle it, Jimmy’ – ‘Pitch her a bit’ – ‘She’s yours, Bill.’ Once there was a thud against the wall as something slipped. Office workers arriving for Saturday duty added to the noise and congestion. Then, at last, there came a rap on the door. A dark, very spruce man of about thirty said, ‘Miss Sheldon …? I’m Sergeant Macey.’


    ‘Come in,’ Debbie said. The sergeant followed her in and she closed the door.


    ‘Thought I’d need a shoehorn to get me up those stairs,’ Macey said, with a grin. ‘Well, now – what about this picture?’


    Debbie gave him the envelope. Macey glanced inside it, took out the print, and studied it. ‘Yes – it’s pretty good,’ he said. ‘Sort of familiar, too, that fellow’s face. I wouldn’t be surprised if we knew him.’ He jerked his head across towards the window. ‘A bad business that was, last night. They killed a man, you know.’


    Debbie nodded. ‘I saw the ambulance take him away … What happened?’


    ‘They knocked him on the head – then they tied him up and gagged him. And he choked to death. He was a sort of caretaker – slept there at night. They must have crept up on him.’


    ‘How ghastly …! Did they steal much?’


    ‘They took pretty well everything that was worth taking …’ Macey put the envelope carefully away in his breast pocket. ‘Well, I’d better be pushing along – we’ll want to get this picture circulated as soon as possible … You made just the one copy, did you?’


    ‘That’s all.’


    ‘Oh, well, we can easily make some more … Right, Miss, many thanks. You’ll be hearing from Superintendent Jenkins later.’ Macey opened the door, waited for two removal men and an office desk to pass, and departed with a friendly smile.


    Left to herself, Debbie stood by the window for a moment, her face clouding as she recalled the night scene and thought about the caretaker. How dreadful to be quietly getting one’s meal, or reading the paper, or whatever caretakers did in the long night hours – and then suddenly have everything turn into violence and chaos … She was glad she’d been able to take that photograph. It wouldn’t help the poor man who’d died, but it would have been well worth while if it helped the police to track down the criminals …


    She turned away. She’d been relieved of all responsibility and there was nothing more she could do, so she’d better get on with her day’s programme. She didn’t at all mind staying indoors for the superintendent’s call – a gusty wind was blowing outside and it had just started to rain. And there was nothing like work to take one’s mind off unpleasant things.


    She spent an active and a varied morning. First she checked the lighting and arrangement of the Minton china set, and took her photographs. She couldn’t process them right away because there was no telephone in the darkroom and she daren’t shut herself up – but she had a feeling they were going to be a success. With the professional work out of the way, she turned her attention to the household chores she usually reserved for the weekend – paying bills, doing her accounts, and making a list of non-urgent letters to be answered. At eleven-thirty she took a break for coffee and mentally reviewed her wardrobe. Red woollen coat to go to the cleaners … At least two inches to come off the hem of last year’s heavy coat … And she must buy something really striking to wear at Sarah’s wedding next month. Sarah Underwood had been in the creative department with her at Harley and Swain, but on the copy side, while Debbie had been in ‘visual’. She’d been terribly envious when Debbie had taken the plunge into free-lance work – but now she was getting married she’d stopped lamenting. Her fiancé was in advertising, too – a charming young man; though Debbie wasn’t sure she liked the smooth, sophisticated men who peopled that world. Not for marriage, anyway … Now what were her engagements? She leafed through her diary for the next few days. Nothing social for today, thank goodness, but she’d promised to have coffee with Jennifer in the morning and go to a party at Nigel’s on Sunday evening. On Monday there was the ceramic tile job to finish off, and lunch with her agent, and – heavens! – a cocktail party at Carol’s. Never a dull moment …!


    Several people telephoned during the morning – one of them Sarah, to whom Debbie would have loved to confide her night’s story, but didn’t. Another was a woman who wanted some passport photographs in a hurry. Debbie explained that she didn’t do portraits, but suggested a place that might be open. It was an annoying interruption, because the one o’clock news had just started and she missed the item about the jewel robbery, which she’d wanted to hear.


    It was well on into the afternoon when the superintendent phoned again. This time he was extremely affable.


    ‘Sorry if I’ve kept you in, Miss Sheldon – I haven’t had a moment until now.’


    ‘That’s quite all right,’ Debbie said.


    ‘This picture of yours – it’s excellent. I think it’s probably given us just the lead we needed. We’ve been able to trace the driver in our records – or a man very like him. If we’re right, he goes under the name of Thomas Blake and he lives in Eastbourne. So you’ve done a splendid job for us, and we’re most grateful.’


    ‘Thank you,’ Debbie said.


    ‘Now the thing is this,’ Jenkins went on. ‘Wherever he was last night, Blake is back in Eastbourne now and we’ve got him under surveillance there. But we don’t want to pick him up yet, because if he is our man and he doesn’t know he’s being watched there’s a chance he’ll lead us to the others. What we would like is for you to take a discreet look at him and confirm the identification. After all, you actually saw him in the car. Do you think you could possibly go to Eastbourne this evening?’


    ‘Well …’ Debbie began.


    ‘It’s asking a lot, I know,’ Jenkins said, ‘but it is of the greatest importance. All you’ll need is an overnight bag – we’ll fix a reservation for you at the Grand Hotel, and you’ll be able to come back first thing in the morning, and of course we’ll see you’re not out of pocket. If you agree, I’d like you to catch the seven-ten from Victoria. An officer of the Eastbourne CID – Inspector Crowley – will meet you with a car at Eastbourne station and take over from there. Sergeant Macey has given him a description of you and we’ve told him you’ll carry a book under your arm as you leave the platform. I do hope we can count on you, Miss Sheldon. It may make all the difference to catching this gang.’


    ‘Yes, I see,’ Debbie said. ‘Well, I don’t seem to have much choice, do I?’


    The prospect of a ninety-minute train journey and a wet evening in Eastbourne wasn’t exactly inspiring, but having agreed to go Debbie decided to make the best of it. Helping the police could be quite an interesting experience, she told herself – and a night at the Grand Hotel shouldn’t be too bad. She rang Jennifer to postpone their morning date, packed a sophisticated little dark dress and a pair of smart shoes, as well as her night things, slipped a book into her case, and at six-thirty phoned for a taxi.


    She reached Victoria in a downpour of rain, bought her ticket and an Evening Standard, and made her way to the train, which was a non-stop to Eastbourne. The coaches were sparsely occupied, and she soon found an empty compartment. She settled down in a corner seat by the far door, away from the corridor, and opened her paper.


    She’d barely had time to glance at the huge headline – WEST END JEWEL GRAB WATCHMAN KILLED – when a woman entered with a good deal of fuss and took a corner seat by the corridor. She was well-dressed, middle-aged – and voluble. She began to talk, first about the weather, which Debbie agreed was atrocious, and then about a matinée she’d been to that afternoon. It was a play that Debbie herself had seen and liked, and she was quite happy to discuss it for a while. Then the woman went on to talk about herself, her husband, her dog, and a holiday she’d just had in Madeira. It wasn’t until the train was well out into Surrey that the flow dried up and Debbie could turn again to her paper.


    Now, for the first time, she was able to read what had actually happened at Anstey’s. The story ran:


    

      A night watchman was killed and jewellery worth more than half a million pounds was stolen when thieves raided Anstey’s in Regent Street last night.


      The watchman was Mr Tom Shaw, 63, of Crane Avenue, Islington. He had been brutally coshed, tied up, and gagged. Death resulted from suffocation caused by the gag.


      The alarm was raised at four o’clock this morning by a woman who telephoned the police anonymously and reported suspicious movements outside the shop.


      It appears that the robbers entered the premises late yesterday evening, using keys to a side door. This, and the intimate knowledge they showed of the layout of the place, suggests that they had received inside help at some time.


      One of the gang dealt expertly with the intricate burglar alarm system, fixing it in such a way that the secret circuit remained intact and the link to Scotland Yard’s information room was broken. The strong room was blown with gelignite in an equally expert fashion.


      The jewellery, much of it deposited by wealthy clients for safe-keeping during the holiday season, was selectively taken. The haul included emerald and diamond earrings, diamond and sapphire brooches, tiaras, pearls, rubies, and gold. Many of the pieces are distinctive, but the settings are likely to be destroyed, the diamonds re-cut and the gold melted down.


      From the techniques employed, the police think it probable that the gang was the same one that broke into Fawley’s in Victoria Street, last May. On that occasion, also, a caretaker was murdered. The haul then was only £20,000, as a result of a stock switch to another branch on the day of the robbery.


      Detectives were today seeking underworld informants who might give them a lead to the Anstey robbers. So far they have little to go on. A black Ford Zephyr car, believed to have been used by the gang for their getaway, was found abandoned early this morning in Archer Street, a quarter of a mile away. It had been stolen, and afforded no clue to the robbers.


    


    Debbie looked up as a ticket inspector came in. The woman in the far corner, who was dozing, had to be gently nudged awake. Debbie showed her ticket. As the inspector left, another man passing along the corridor paused at the door, caught Debbie’s eye, and gave her a long, hard stare.


    A gust of rain lashed the windows. Dusk was beginning to fall. The drenched countryside looked most uninviting. Debbie returned to her paper, and the rest of the robbery story. There was one more paragraph.


    

      A Scotland Yard spokesman said this afternoon, ‘We are dealing here with an exceptionally dangerous gang. The callous treatment of the watchman, who was left to die while the robbery was completed, indicates a total disregard for human life. We repeat our urgent appeal to the anonymous woman caller to come forward and help the police with their inquiries.’
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